candy. He would never cut the string, but always un-
tied it with Ills stiff9 gnarled fingers and tied it back
again. He would not accept money.

He sat now in Ills clean, faded overalls, with the
parcel on his knees, telling Bayard about the auto-
mobile that had passed him on the road that morning.
Old Bayard sat quite still, watching Mm with, his fierce
old eyes until he had finished.

"Are you sure who it was?" he asked,

"Hit passed me too fast fer me to tell whether they
was anybody in hit a-tall or not. I asked when 1 fetched
town who 'twas. Seems like everybody but you knows
how fast he runs hit.**

OH Bayard sat quietly for a time. Then he raised
his voice.

"Byron."

The door opened and the bookkeeper entered,

"Yes5 sir, Colonelj" he said without inflection*

w 'Phone out to my house and tell my grandson not
to touch that car until I come home."

"Yes, sir> Colonel59 And he was gone as silently as
he appeared*

Bayard slammed aroiind in his swivel chair again
and old man Falls leaned forward^ peering at his face*

"What's that ^ere wen you got on yo5 face^ Bayard?"
he asked.

"What?" Bayard demanded, then he raised his hand
to u small spot which the suffusion of his face had
brought into relief, "Here? 1 don^t know what it is.
It's been there about a week. Why ?"

""Is it gittin9 bigger?" the other asked. He rose and
laid his parcel down and extended his hand* Old Bayard
drew his head back*

"It9s nothing," he said testily. "Let it alone." But
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